HAVE A SLIMMER YOUTHFUL FEMININE 
APPEARANCE INSTANTLY! REDUCE 




Your Appearance! 
Look and Feel Like 
Sixteen Again! 

No other girdle or supporter 
belt' has more hold-in power! 
The Up-Lift Adjust-O-Belt is 
the newest, most comfortable 



Don't look old before your time. Do as thousands 
of others do, wear a comfortable new and improved 
UP-LIFT ADJUST-O-BELT! The UP-LIFT 
ADJUST-O-BELT, with the amazing new adjustable 
front panel, controls your figure the way you want 
it, with added support where you need it most. 
Simply adjust the laces and PRESTO your mid 
section is reshaped and your back braced and you 
look and feel younger! 

More Up-Lift and Hold-in Power! 

The UP-LIFT ADJUST-O-BELT takes weight off 1 
you a more alluring, more daringly feminine, cui 
instant you put it on. It gives you lovely curves just in the right places, 
with no unwanted bulges in the wrong ones. It whittles your waistline 
to nothingness, no matter what shape you may .low have. It's easily 
adjusted — always comfortable ! 

Test the ADJUST-O-BELT Up-Ufi Principle with Your Own Hands! 

Clasp your hands over your abdomen, press upwards and in gently but 
firnily. You feel better don't you! That's just what the UP-LIFT 
ADJUST-O-BELT does for you, only the ADJUST-O-BELT does it 
better. Mail Coupon and test it at home for 10 days FREE at our expense! 

Appear Slimmer, and Feel Better! 

The UP-LIFT ADJUST-O-BELT lifts and flattens unsightly bulges, 
comfortably, quickly, firmly. It readjusts easily to changes in your figure, 
yet no laces touch your body. It gives instant slenderizing figure control. 
It fashionably shapes your figure to its slimmest lines. Like magic the 
UP-LIFT ADJUST-O-BELT obeys your every wish. Pounds and inches 
seem to disappear instantly from waist, hips and thighs. You can adjust it to your slimmed down 
figure as your figure changes. It gives the same fit and comfort you get from a made to order costing 
2 or 3 times the price. It washes like a dream. 

Style: Panty and regular. Colors: Nude and white. It's made of the finest stretch material used in any 
girdle, with a pure satin front panel and made by the most skilled craftsmen. It's light in weight, but 
powerfully strong. It won't roll up, bulge or curl at the top. It gives extra-double support where you 
need it most. No other girdle at any price can give you better support, can make you look better, feel 
better or appear slimmer. Sizes 24 to 44 waist. Only $3.98 




You will look like and 
feel like this beauti- 
ful model in your new 
and improved Up-Lift 



MONEY- BACK GUARANTEE 
WITH A 10 -DAY FREE TRIAL 

If the UP-LIFT ADJUST-O-BELT isn't better than any 


FREE: New amaz 
ing NYLON laces will 
be sent free with your 
order. Try them in- 


supporter you ever had, if you don't feel more comfort- 
able, if you don't look and feel younger, if your shape 
isn't 100% IMPROVED, if you are not delighted with 
it, return it and your money will be refunded in full. 


stead of your re^lar 
laces. You may keep 
them FREE even if you 
return the girdle. 


BSEND NO MONEYB 



j ADJUST-O-BELT CO., D«pt. 270 

I Rush your new and improved UP-LIFT ADJUST-O-BELT for $3.8 
I size and style check. 

I □ Regular. □ Panty. 

I n C.O.D. I will pay postage, plus handling. 
I □ I enclose $3.98. You pay postage, plus handling. 
CHECK SIZE; □ Sm. (25-26). □ Med. (27-28). 

□ Lg. (29-30). D XL (31-32). □ XXL (34-36). 

□ XXXL (38-40). O XXXXL (42-44). 



Addrf 
City- 



SENT ON APPROVAL! 



WE P/P IT,CH£T-WE PUT HER OVER/ ANP 
JU5T LOOK AT THAT SAIES SRAPH 

PAIRYMAK MIIH is seume uke 

HOTCAKES .' VESSIK, THAT WAS A BKIIUANT 
IPEA I HAD ■■ THAT GAL IS THE VEKy 
EPITOME OF RUSTIC FRESHNESS, 
HEALTH ANP BEAUTV.' VEAH ... EK, 

SHE'S TAKEN AMERICAS ) SURE.' WE.,.UH 
HEART eV STORM - > WE'RE SURE USINS THAT 

MP SO HAS ,— -\ PUBLicrry FOR all it's 
'OUKMIIH.' r ar worth; 




"J SAW his fuce rtidtn wiih 
rajfe again as he recalled 
Ui3 previous anger, but fts 
J looketf up ai hint lovingly, 
irustiHgly... " 




*m ihaf ISN^ iJte end of ike story about 
ihe farmer's daugkter and the city slicker, 
reaaer - because if yon ever comedown 
into OUT part of the couniry, THIS is 
V/kat you're likely to find! " 







A LICE BOLTON had never been 
so unhappy as the day she won 
the National Singles Tennis Cham- 
pionship. Here she was, tennis champ 
at the tender age of twenty, after a 
meteoric rise through the ranks in 
which she had heaten the best players 
in the country — and yet she was lone- 
ly! 

Of course, it was easy to see why. 
Since Alice had concentrated oii ten- 
nis throughout her teens, the only men 
she ever met were tennis players — 
and what man enjoyed seeing a mere 
snip of a girl beat him at his own 
game? No man who'd lost his self- 
esteem by losing to her would ever 
ask her for a date or a dance, and 
that was why she had now desperately 
decided to come to this country club 
under an assumed name, hoping that 
no one would recognize her, praying 
that here she'd meet the man of her 
dreams ! 

And she had met him — in the per- 
son of Roland Maxwell. He'd seemed 
interested in her, had taken her danc- 
ing, horseback riding and golfing, and 
then, horror of horror*, he'd asked 
her to play tennis with him. 

At first she thought of refusing, but 
she knew how he'd be hurt by that. 
And then she knew what she'd have 
to do — she'd have to play poorly and 
lose to him! 

She knew she could beat him love- 
game after love-game, without letting 
him score a point — but she didn't rfare 
do that and risk losing him forever! 
So on the day of the tennis game, she 



double-faulted, missed easy lobs, hit 
the ball out of bounds, and let Roland 
win the first game from her with very 
little effort on his part. 

"Love-game to Mr. Maxwell," the 
score-keeper called out. 

Alice's heart soared as she saw the 
grin on Roland's face when he came 
up to her. It had worked — he wouldn't 
flee from her now as all the others 
whom she'd beaten had done. 

"That was more of a love-game thsin 
the score-keeper thought," Roland 
said. "But it wa^*t be if you don't play 
the hardest game of your life in the 
next set, young lady! And FU know 
if you're purposely trying to lose — 
so let's go!** 

With sinking heart, Alice went onto 
the court for the next game. She didn't 
dare fool him now — she'd Iiave to play 
her best game! 

, But her best game proved to be not 
good enough — for Roland suddenly 
became a tennis terror, serving vicious 
aces and running her ragged, without 
letting her score a point! 

"Love-game to Mr, Maxwell," the 
score-keeper intoned. 

"This ivas a game of love," Roland 
said as he came up to the panting, be- 
wildered Alice. "You see, I knew who 
you were — Champ! I'd seen your pic- 
tures in the papers — but you didn't 
:know that I'm tennis champ of Austra- 
lia! "What do you say to making it 
Mr. and Mrs. (^hamp, darling?" 

Alice answered him with her lips, 
in a kiss that was more eloquelit than 
any words could be. 



^VER and over again, Shirley 
Browne kept telling herself that 
she mustn't — she simply, mustn't — fall 
in love with her boss. But over and 
over again, her heart kept pulsing, 
"Too late . . . too late . . . you are 
. . . you are ...!'* 

Yes, it was too late — because Allan 
Crowden was loo handsome, too kind, 
too wonderful to be with! She had 
tried hard to resist his charms, had 
kept reminding herself that he was 
already engaged, that he would never 
be hers. But it was no use — and it 
was LOVE! 

Of course, she'd never dared show 
her feelings, and not once had Allan 
made any advances — unless his con- 
stant kind thoughtfulness could be 
construed as meant especially for her. 
But Shirley reluctantly had to admit 
that he was that way with everyone, 
and that she was just another employee 
to him — although a very trusted one. 

His fiancee had previously been 
Allan's confidential secretary, but 
since she'd become engaged to him, 
had left to go to Paris and shop for 
her trousseau — on his money. And 
ever since she'd left, Shirley had taken 
her place- — and had become more and 
more invaluable to him in his work. 

Shirley never minded working long 
hours for him, didn't even object 
when he asked her to come out to his 
home that weekend to help him work 
on some important papers. And it had 
been agony — piu*e torture — to be so 
close to him, so near that she could 
almost brush his face with' her lips. 
Yes, it had been hard to restrain her- 
self, hard to keep from shouting out 
her love — but she'd done it. 

And now, when they were sitting 
close together on the verandah in the 
twilight, his band casually touching 



her shoulder as they both enjoyed a 
moment's relaxation from their work, 
Shirley knew how their positions 
would look to an outsider. She knew 
the impression wAuld be that they 
were so intimate and so close that they 
didn't even need to embrace to show 
their affection — as if they'd been mar- 
ried for years. Oh, if only it were true, 
Shirley thought, if only — 

"W ell!" a voice called out from the 
semi-darkness. "How cozy!" 

Allan leaped up. "June! I , , . I 
didn't know . . ." 

Allan's fiancee materialized out of 
the twilight. "Now, now, Allan, you 
don't have to apologize for being 
caught making love to someone while 
I was gone. I'm broadminded enough 
to overlook your indiscretions!" 

Even in the darkness, Shirley could 
see the cold fury gathering in Allan's 
face. "Broadminded!" he said angrily. 
"I don't want a wife whose mind is 
a nest of dirty suspicions — and who's 
too broadminded to take faithfulness 
seriously! H you don't care about me 
making love to others, it must mean 
that you hold love pretty cheaply! I'm 
beginning to see things now— that the 
only thing you value highly is money 
— my money! And that ever since you 
left and Shirley took your place, in 
your job and in my heart, I've been 
hoping for just such an excuse to break 
our engagement — and this is it! 
Thanks for opening my eyes to the 
real you. Miss Broadminded !" 

Shirley marveled at the sudden 
transformation in Allan's face as he 
turned to her with an expression of 
love and tenderness. "Shirley, I love 
you! Will you . . . that is, do you . . .»" 

Through tears of happiness, Shirley 
managed to say. "Yes, darling— I will 
and I do — till death do us pai*t!" 



CUE CARTER fingered the heavy 
white satin folds of the wedding 
dress longingly. This beautiful dress, 
BO exactly what she herself would want 
to wear! 

Her mind went off on a little ad- 
venture of its own. She, Sue Carter, 
in that wedding gown, walking slowly 
down the aisle toward Paul. And Paul, 
80 handsome, waiting at the altar, with 
eyes for no one else in the world! 

Her thoughts sped to Paul, to his 
lean, blonde good looks, his careless, 
casual way of talking and acting. No 
one really understood him. The town 
resented him out of jealousy, because 
he was a rich man's son. That's why 
they called him "spoiled," "wild," 
"bad!" They didn't know him as she 
did! 

Yeti, he drove tuu fa^t, in that 
speedy, hopped-up (convertible! But 
that was; just high-spirited energy, 
searching for an outlet. And if he 
gambled, whose business was it but 
his? He only gambled in order to be 
financially independent. As for his 
never holding a job. that was silly! 
Paul was too artistic to be tied down 
to some monotonous routine, behind 
a dusty old desk! And now he was 
dating her — even hinting of marriage! 

"Will you help me?" The voice was 
impatient, as though the request had 
been made many times, vainly. 

Sue apologized quickly as she turn- 
ed to face the customer, a dark, beau- 
tiful girl, whose face was petulant and 
stormy "What would you like to^ee?" 
she asked. 

"A wedding gown! The best you 
have!" The girl's voice implied thai 
the best was none too good for her. 
- Gown after gown was brought out 
for her inspection, but the dark girl 



only smiled derisively. "Haven't you 
something more elegant?" she demand- 
ed. "More important-looking? Honest- 
ly, these hick towns!" 

Reluctantly, Sue brought out the 
beauty . . . that heavy white satin gown 
with real lace forming, delicate points 
at the wrists and the train studded 
with seed pearls. The girl looked at 
it greedily, obviously seeing herself 
in it, a dramatic, striking bride. 

"Never mind the price," she snap- 
ped. "I'll take it!" 

Sue's heart was heavy as she began 
to fold the lovely gown into layers 
and layers of tissue paper. Inwardly, 
she was bidding farewell to it . . . the 
wedding gown that symbolized her 
own dreams. 

"I want it sent!" her customer or- 
dered. 

"Of course." Sue managed a polite 
smile. "To whom shall wc send il, 
please?" 

"To Miss Mary Banks, 343 Eutaw 
Road . . ." The girl stopped, hesitated, 
and smiled. There was- something 
feline about her smile, a quality of 
secret amusement in it. 

"No, change thai," she amended. 
"I miehl as well have him pay for it, 
so ril use my new name for the first 
time. Send and charge it to Mrs. Paul 
Taylor, Jr. The address is . . ." 

"I know the address," Sue said, as' 
she began to print it carefully in neat 
block letters "Mr. Taylor is one of 
our leading citizens." 

It was the funniest thing, really it 
was! Seeing this girl and thinking of 
Paul. How easy it had become, sud- 
denly, to say goodbye to the wedding 
gown . and the cowardly, evasive 
weakling she had thought she loved! 

For the first time in months. Sue 
was happy! 
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